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with cMld than the judge that tried me, and I ex-
pect to be called down next session. This "calling
down' is calling down to their former judgment,
wHen a woman has been respited for her belly, but
proves not to be with child, or if she has been with
child, and has been brought to bed. Well, says I,
and are you thus easy ? Ay, says she, I can't help
myself, what signifies being sad ? if I am hanged
there's an end of me. And away she turned dancing,
and sings as she goes, the following piece of New-
gate wit:

If I swing by the string,

I shall hear the bell ring*,
And then there's an end of poor Jenny.

I mention this because it would be worth the
observation of any prisoner, who shall hereafter fall
into the same misfortune and come to that dreadful
place of Newgate, how time, necessity, and conver-
sing with the wretches that are, there familiarizes
the place to them; how at last they become recon-
ciled to that which at first was the greatest dread
upon their spirits in the world, and are as impudently
cheerful and merry in their misery, as they were
when out of it.

I cannot say, as some do, this devil is not so black
as he is painted; for indeed no colours can represent
that place to the life; nor any soul conceive aright
of it, but those who have been sufferers there. But;
how hell should become by degrees so natural, and
not only tolerable, but even agreeable, is a^ thing
unintelligible, but by those who have experienced
it, as I have.

The" same night that I was sent to Newgate, I

* The bell at St. Sepulchre's, which tolls upon execution-
day.